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heat. And as he walked, he reflected, 'Gururaja, I came
here with great expectation and desire, but have missed
the grace of having your prasad. Still^ I shall witness
your procession in silver chariot tonight, before returning
to my place. I have no doubt come here several times
and taken your prasad, but this time I have to get back
immediately. If you had chosen to grace me, I could
have been given at least a few morsels of the prasad. I
am really at a loss to know what sin I have committed.
Surely, when I come here next time, I shall come
prepared to stay here for a couple of days. As for today,
the holy water of the Tungabhadra (meandering behind
your Brindavana), will satisfy my needs. Oh, on how
many occasions during your purvashrama life, you have
yourself lived on the Tuisi water given as Thirtha. Truly,
if even a drop of the sanctified water is taken in
meditation of the Almighty, it should be causing
contentment.'

On reaching the edge of the river, he took some
water in his palm and when he was about to gulp it, he
heard somebody calling him, 'Appa'.

Looking around, he could see an old man standing
there, holding a plate in his hands, with a cloth covering
it.

'I say, why are you looking famished and
exhausted? Have you not had your food?', he asked of
the visitor to the holy place.

'Swami, how did you come here? I did not find yoL
walkir^g behind me or even moving ahead of me.....'

*0h, I was here only, dear one.....'